458                 THE VOYAGE OUT

All these voices Bounded gratefully in St. John's
ears as he lay half-asleep, and yet vividly conscious
of^eveiything around him. Across his eyes passed
a procession of objects, black and indistinct, the
figures of people picking up their books, their cards,
their balls of wool, their work-baskets, and passing
him one after another on their way to bed.
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